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buy more than one, careful counting of the available
stock preceded the ceremonious handing over. In a
dingy white-washed corner one could notice some gleaming
brass telegraph instruments linked with the wires
running to Jeddah and Taif.

This apparatus presently brought the news that,
notwithstanding the season, His Highness would re-
turn to Mecca specially in order to meet the English
pilgrim.

The tidings pleased me; yet I felt surprised, " Surely/'
I asked Mahomed Salie, with whom I played chess
in the courtyard, "I am not as important as all
that?"

The South Sea Islander stroked his smooth face and
leant forward. " Between you and me, Haji/' he muttered,
" I think the Shereef still has a doubt in his mind. He
will probably put you to another examination/'

Then we continued our game. Meccans are fond of
chess, and nearly all citizens I met (I am thought a
good player) were skilful with their openings and gambits.
In the Bazzar I often noticed little shirted rascals of
seven or ten years shifting pieces consisting of pebbles
or bones about squares scraped on the earth with a
stick.

Such a pastime suits the silent and unemotional
Arabs. They like sitting reflectively beside the board
slowly working at the strategy which makes all players
friends. In their tactics the bearded worthies of the
desert differ little from ordinary European enthusiasts,
though they are specially careful not to sacrifice men